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Feel right at home 


Author's Notes: 
| love Aerosmith and Alice Cooper, especially their respective frontmen. | don\'t propose that any of this ever 
happened. It\'s purely a product of my imagination, a \'what if\' concept. 


It was a hot Friday night in Boston when i dragged Joe with me to the Alice Cooper concert. Joe Perry's not 
only my guitarist; he's my best friend. So when | felt the urge to see Alice live, Joe was the most natural 
choice in companions. | didn't really have to drag him either. We'd met Alice during the filming of Seargant 
Pepper, of course, and had bumped into him at various events in the intervening years, but had never went to 
one of his shows, nor spoken more than a couple sentences to him. Being famous ourselves, it wasn't difficult 
getting front row seats, especially in our home town. Joe was saying something to me when the lits dimmed 


and Alice's eerie voice filled the hall. 


"Welcome to my nightmare, | think you're gonna like it. 
| think you're gonna feel right at home. 
| think you're gonna feel you belong. 


A nocturnal vacation, 


Unnecessary sedation, 
You wanna feel at home, 


Cause you belong.” 


A short pause, and then the spotlight swung to stage - right where Alice crashed through a makeshift cage 
and onto the stage. His hair was black and gleaming, and his face was meticulously made up. White corpsepaint, 
demonic - looking hallows framing pale blue eyes, slashes 

extending from the corners of his mouth to 

the his jawline - making his sneer even 

more noticable than it already was. He 

owned the stage for the next two hours, 

slashing the air with his riding crop, 

chasing demons and unlucky ladies alike, and dodging sadistic nurses. When he 

brought out his boa constictor 

for Be My Lover and stepped right in front 

of me, my jaw dropped. He treated that 

boa like a lover, caressing her, running his 

long tongue over her skin, whispering to 

her. When he pressed her against his crotch, and she twisted and writhed as if she were an extension of him, | 
felt myself 

get hard. His long lean body was sheathed entirely in black leather, except for the black t shirt that peeked out 
under his jacket every time he bent down. Every once in a while, | caught my breath as the shirt was hitched 
up, showing a tiny patch of Alice's bare skin. | was surprised to find myself wondering what it would be like to 


touch that skin. 


When he saw my reaction to his snake act, he held my gaze for no more than a millisecond before dropping a 
slow wink and inclining his head in the direction of backstage. | understood he was inviting me back after the 
show, and was eager to accept. | couldn't believe how strong my reaction to him was. I'm normally somewhat 
reserved, preferring to look for a very long before | leapt. But Alice did something to me that eradicated all 


that; even Joe noticed | wasn't my usual aloof self. 


After he'd been straitjacketed for Dwight Frye, and beheaded for | Love the Dead, he triumphantly returned to 
the stage in top hat and tails for School's Out. 

"Damn, he's good - looking. He wears that 

just as well as that tight leather," 

| thought, and then realized I'd said it out loud because Joe was looking at me with a little smirk on his face. 
When the encores were wrapped up and people started drifitng towards the exit, he nudged me in the ribs, 
saying, 

"Go on back, its obvious he wants you to. And you've got that lovestruck look on your face. I'll be fine, Steven, 
l'm a big boy," 

and clapped me on the back. 


A blush started rising to my face, and | took the plunge, winding my way backstage. By the time | got to his 


dressing room, it seemed as though everyone had gone home. | shifted from one foot to the other, until the 
door opened and Alice walked in. His face was scrubbed clean and his hands were vigorously rubbing a towel 
over his hair. When he removed the towel, his black-as-night hair tumbled in waves over his shoulders. He 
wore tight black jeans low on his hips and nothing else. When he lifted his eyes and saw me, a warm smile 


curled the corners of his lips up and he crossed the room to hug me briefly, breathing into my hair, 
"Steven the Demon of Screamin’ Tyler, wasn't sure you were coming back, almost gave up on you.’ 


| returned his embrace and pulled back, smiling as well. 


"Thanks for the invite, Alice. Great show." 


He gestured to the couch and we sat down. He curled one of his long legs under him as he sat down and said, 
"Thanks, I'm glad you enjoyed it .. heh, you seemed mesmerized by Mistress, though," 

laughing in a way that made my stomach flip. It was a cross between a typical "Alice" sneer and a genuine 
laugh. | was confused for a minute by his words, or maybe it was just being in such close proximity to him 
and said, 

"Mistress?" 


He nudged my knee with the back of his hand and chuckled, 
"Yeah, Mistress. My sss -snake, 


Sss- Steven" 


| laughed with him and we settled into easy conversation. The more we talked, the more relaxed | became. We'd 
drank some bottled water and talked about everything under the sun: music, of course, touring, motorcycles, 
cars, his home in Phoenix, mine in Boston. He stood up after an hour and a half, and when he stetched his lean 
body and rolled his shoulders, | stood up as well, newly aroused but not wanting to misread the situation. His 


eyes locked on mine as he stepped close enough for me to smell his warm, clean scent, saying, 


"Steven, I'm beat and want to get out of here. Fans are probably gone now, and the coast is clear. So," 
He paused then, gauging my reaction, and added, 


"Do you want to come to my hotel with me?" 


| didn't hesitate, 
"I'd like that. Did you get a cab here?" 


He rubbed his hand through his hair and said, 
"Yeah. What about you?" 


| said, 


"Joe and | came on my motorcycle; tell me where we're going and I'll give you a ride." 


He smiled but then looked confused for a moment. 


"Wait a minute, where is he? | don't want you to ditch him on my account.” 


| chuckled heartily, and said, 
"You don't have to worry about Joe. He ditched me so | could .. be with you." 


It seemed as though something sparkled behind his eyes when | added "be with you" and he pulled a fresh t 
shirt over his head, slid his black leather jacket and gloves on, and slipped black boots on his feet, murmuring, 
"Okay, give me that ride then," 


and a smile played on his lips. 


When we got to my bike | handed him a helmet and he gave me directions to the hotel. After I'd started the 
bike, he got on behind me, pressed against my back with his arms around my waist, his hands dangling over 


the buckle of my belt. | felt a warmth spread throughout me as my dick twitched. 


We went to the hotel and rode the elevator to his room. He flipped the lights in the kitchen area on, dimmed 
them, and turned around to face me. 


‘lm starved, you know how much a show takes out of you. You want to eat with me?l'll order room service." 


| sat at the table and said that yes, | could stand to eat something and he called in the order. We continued 
talking until the food was delievered as well as while we devoured it. He set the tray outside the door and as 
he was shutting it, | noticed he hooked the ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign on the outer doorknob. When he came away 
from the door, he pulled his bare feet out of his boots, and sat down on the bed, watching me. That litte, 
almost - but not quite - shy smile came back, and he said, 

"Come here, Steven. Come sit with me." 


He rolled his shoulders the same weary way he had in his dressing room and | recognized the pain of a 
grueling performance in the gesture. As he sat down | heard myself say, 

"You look tense, why don't you let me work on your back? Perry says l'm a natural. Without a word, he turned 
his back to me and | scooched up close to him, pushed his hair out of the way, feeling the silky strands slide 
through my fingers, and set to work. He was thin, like me, and his taut skin was smooth and warm, muscles 
knotted beneath my hands. He moaned his appreciation several times and sighed when | finally pulled my fingers 
from his body, 


"Mmm, Perry's right. Your fingers are magical," 


He turned to face me, murmured a low "thank you" and leaned in, pressing his lips against mine, kissing me 
softly at first, but then sucking my lips into his mouth before sliding his tongue against mine. His tongue was 
long, warm, and rough as he slipped over every crevice in my mouth while running one hand through my 
tangled hair and putting the other one over my heart. | pulled him close to me, moaning softly as his fingers 
slid under my shirt and caressed my nipples until they were hard little 

points. The kiss became more urgent and Alice finally pulled away, catching his breath while | did the same. He 
leaned in again, kissing his way up my neck to my earlobe, and murmured, 

"Would you stay here with me, Steven? | think ...| .. want you to make love to me tonight." 


His words were punctuated by kisses, flicks of his tongue, and breathy moans. When | glanced into his lap, | saw 


his erection straining against his pants. 

His hands had glided down my chest, over my stomach, and came to rest on my groin, where they gently 
traced the outline of my erection through my pants. | responded by pulling him into another searing kiss and 
then replied, 


"Let's get you undressed, baby." 


He got up then and pulled his shirt over his 
head, ruffling his hair in the process and 
making him look like he'd just woken up. It 
was adorable. When his hand went to the 
button on his pants, | stood up and after 
brushing his hand away, popped the 
button and slid the zipper down. | heard 
his sharp intake of breath as he closed his 
eyes when | slid the garment over his 
slender hips, over the little curve of his 
buttocks, and down his legs. | let my hands 
linger on each part of his body | touched, 
enjoying the feel of the smooth skin 
beneath my fingers. He backed up a 
couple steps and sat down on the bed, 
allowing me to pull the pants off. As | slid 
them off his feet, | let my hands run the 
length of each foot, from his heel to the 
tips of his toes and he shuddered in 
pleasure. | stared at his naked body for a 
few moments before pulling my own 
clothes off. He reached out then, grasping 
me around the waist while he moved back 
on the bed, pulling me on top of him. | 
immediately started kissing him deeply 
again, hungry for his taste and started 
rubbing my erection against his. After 
what seemed like hours, | lifted up and he 
looked into my eyes, lust glimmering in his eyes. 
“There's lube in the top drawer right 
beside you, Steven," 

he whispered and | could see he was as 
needy as | was; his hard dick leaking clear 
fluid onto his trembling stomach. He 
moaned and strained upwards for a kiss 


when he noticed me openly looking at his 


erection | pulled the tube out and 

straddled him while he spread his legs 
wide, eager and unashamed. It thrillled me 
that | had his naked body spread out under 
me, that he was so blatant in his desire. He 
watched me pour the fluid over my hand 
and over my dick, licking his lips. When | 

slid a little further down his body, so that | 
was eye level with his groin, his eyes 
fluttered shut, and he sighed, 

"Oh yeah, touch me .." 


When | placed my finger against his hole , 
it seemed as though it fluttered in 
response. Alice breathed deeply and that 
magical entrance opened further to me, 
warm and inviting. | pressed in gently, and 
his eyes popped open, fixing on mine 

as he thrust his hips up. | leaned down to 
kiss him and pushed my finger in further 
and more aggressively than the first time. He literally groaned in response and | found it intoxicating ; | stabbed 
in savagely and pulled out slowly in ecstasy. 
He whimpered and started to rock his hips 
up and down, sliding my finger in and out 
of him in an increasing frenzy. | laid my 
free hand on his hip, and 

whispered, 

"Easy, Alice, we've got all night,” 


and smiled at him before sliding another 
finger in, which he immediately clenched 
his muscles around; writhing and hissing 
beneath my touch. | started to thrust my 
fingers in and out of him even more 
rapidly, keeping up with the rhythm of his 
hips, and met his gaze. 

His hands pushed me gently away from his 
chest so he could look down at himself, 
and he sneered, 

"Damn that feels so good, Steven. | love 


the way your fingers fuck me." 


"Want another one," 

| asked, and his head bobbed up and down rapidly. 

When | slid that last finger in, his hands shot up from the bed and grasped my buttocks in a vice - like grip, 
his nails grinding into me. He moaned in what almost sounded like agony when | withdrew my fingers when he 
seemed ready, and then uttered a sensuous growl when | slid my erection into his writhing body. | waited for 
his body to adjust to me, kissing his eylids, and he opened his eyes and nodded gently. He was more than ready. 
When | started to slide in and out of his behind, he wrapped his legs around my waist, pushing his constricting 
hole further 

up onto my throbbing dick, clenching and releasing around it. He gasped suddenly, and said, 


"Steven, that feels .. damn .. so awesome .. you fill me up .. damn .. so deep, ah ... going to .." 


His words trailed of into a series of grunts and moans and expletives as his body spasmed beneath mine and 
he came in a slow steady flood against my stomach. The look on his face was beautiful, his eyes were closed, 
the tendons of his neck straining, and a look of utter joy on his lips. He moaned one last time and opened his 
eyes in time to see me thrust hard into him one last time, as | emptied out deep inside him. We wrapped arms 
around eachother tightly while our orgasms winded down. Alice's legs slowly lowered before 

dropping heavily on the bed. 

Catching his breath, he softly said, 


"Sorry i couldn't last longer, babe. It was just too damn good." 


| murmured, 
"It was amazing, Alice," 


| chuckled softly as | lifted off him and dropped beside him, nuzzling his neck 


| murmured, 


"lIl take your pouring out like a flood as a compliment.” 


He rolled onto his side toward me, sliding one leg under mine and dropping the other on the top. One long snaked 
across my chest as he rested his head on my shoulder, the soft strands of his inky black hair fanning out 
under his head. He was smiling when | looked down and noticed his breathing had become slow and regular. His 


face took on a calm, serene countenance as he slept and | drifted off while watching him. 


